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Author's Notes: 
| was very tempted to title this "Nd Tap That\" Thankfully | didn\'t. 


So this is basically plotless sex followed by some fluff. Enjoy. :) 


Chaining Mike's hands to the end of the bed was easy. At least, the first hand went on the metal frame 
without much difficulty, but then when Mike realized what had just happened, he threw a fit and tried to fight 
Stephen off as he went to cuff his other hand to the bed. 


With just enough strength, Stephen forced Mike's hand in the other cuff so he was stuck, arms attached to 
the bed frame so that he faced the bed, his back to the singer. 


"Damnit, Stephen! What the hell, man? Where'd you even get these things?" 


Stephen shut him up with a kiss, which Mike leaned into despite himself. When he backed away, the singer 
waved the key to the locks in front of Mike's face, and then dropped it into his shirt's breast pocket. Mike 


swore at him continuously while Stephen unbuckled the guitarist's pants, and yanked them down to just above 
his knees with his underwear. He fondled Mike until the guitarist started pressing into his hand, getting hard. 


And still swearing up a storm. There were a lot of "fuck you's" in there. 


Stephen pulled off his own hoodie and tossed it onto the bed, then got down on his knees and started kissing 
along the back of Mike's pale white thighs and upwards. 


"God, | love your ass," he said as he licked a stream upward just to the crevice of where Mike's butt rounded 
out into his leg. "Its soft and round, just like a woman's." 


"Shut up," Mike said stiffly. 


Stephen laid a kiss right on his opening, then paused to lube up his fingers with the bottle he'd stashed in his 
pocket. 


He swirled his index and middle finger around Mike's hole and then pushed them in. Mike shifted uncomfortably, 
gripping onto the bed frame and spreading his legs very slightly. Stephen added another finger and Mike tensed 


for a moment, then relaxed. 


Once Stephen determined he'd prepared Mike well enough with a, "You good?" (Mike answered with yet another 
"Fuck you."), he unbuckled his jeans and unzipped them, pulling out his already throbbing dick. 

He lubed himself up, losing interest in Mike momentarily as he jerked off. After a second, he moved up to Mike, 
guiding his dick inside of the man, and then placing his hands on Mike's hips to brace himself as he began to 
thrust. 


"Mmmm," is the only noise he emitted as he fucked his friend, already feeling the pleasure starting to form in 
his groin It felt too good, and it had been too long (a week? Today was Wednesday, so it had been a week, 
Steve determined, since they'd last had sex). Mike was tight as usual, but not just in his ass. His whole body 
was about as stiff as his dick was right now. 


"Relax," Stephen said, leaning close so he could lick and nibble at Mike's ear. He listened to Mike breathe, but 
the guitarist didn't respond to him. Stephen increased his pace, then snaked his right hand around Mike's slim 
waist to grab hold of his dick. He stroked him fast, which caused Mike's breathing to get louder and quicker. 


His other hand left Mike's waist to dig into his dark, thick hair, yanking his head back so the singer could kiss 


along his soft, warm neck. 
"Let me know when you're close," Stephen murmured into his silky skin, "Cause | wanna try and cum with you." 
"Kay," Mike managed, not one for talking during sex, his mouth falling open and eyes shutting. 


Stephen rocked him fast, his hand that had been strung in Mike's hair falling back to Mike's hip for a moment, 
and then to the bed frame for better support. 


The singer let out a slight gasp as he felt the stirring in his groin, a sign that he was going to lose it soon 
"Are you close?" he asked, and Mike shook his head. 

"Harder," the guitarist said. 

"If | go any harder I'm gonna cum," Stephen told him. 


‘| mean your hand," Mike grunted. "If | had the use of my own hands |'d be right there with you," he added 


with a tinge of annoyance and glare over his shoulder. 
Stephen turned the kiss on his neck into a bite. 
"Owl If this is your idea of BDSM, | ---!" Mike stopped midsentence and let in a sharp breath. 


Stephen's jerks on Mike's hand became faster, but at this point he couldn't bother to control himself. Just the 
sound of Mike's breathing had him going crazy, and he let his orgasm crash over himself hard. 


Mike, who felt it, bit his lip, trying to yank his hands from the cuffs on the bed to touch himself. He bucked 
hard into Stephen's hand, and Stephen squeezed him a bit tighter. 
Mike let out a yell, thrusting faster while Stephen fell into a second orgasm, even harder than the first, at the 


man's movements. 
This time Mike came with him, only a moment later. 


After they rode it out, Stephen rested his head on Mike's shoulder and nuzzled his friend, wrapping his arms 


around his waist and squeezing him into a hug. 


"There is no one like you on this planet," he said softly, and Mike let out some sort of noise of acknowledgment. 


"You mean so much to me. More than you know." 

"You mean I'm not just your best friend and convenient sex toy?" 

"Mike..." 

"You always get so romantic after you sperm in my ass," Mike went on, snorting. Stephen withdrew from him 
carefully and pulled his pants back up, not bothering to clean himself. He preferred to smell like Mike, anyway. 


Mike smelled better than him. Plus he was going to do laundry that evening anyhow. 


"Seriously, | don't know what I'd do without you," Stephen went on, gently pulling Mike's jeans back up for him, 
buckling up his belt. 


"You could always use that blowup doll | bought you for your 24th birthday," Mike said. Stephen chuckled. 
Stephen pulled the key from his shirt pocket and unlocked Mike's left hand. Mike turned to face him 

"So do you love me, then?" he asked 

Stephen made a face, then caught himself 


‘| mean, yeah, of course, | do," he said awkwardly, bright blue eyes casting downward as he released Mike's 


other hand. 

Mike gave him a look. 

| mean |..." 

"Just tell me that you're in love with me, and we can move on from here." 
"L. Well, are you in love with me?" 

"| dunno, are you?" Mike prodded, folding his arms across his chest and raising an eyebrow. 
"Well, if | was - what would you do about it?" 

"What would you want me to do about it?" Mike asked. 

"Fuck, why are you doing that?" 

"Doing what?" 

"Being that way." 

"Cause | like messing with you." 

Stephen frowned, 

"Ask me why," Mike demanded. 

"Why what?" 

"Ask me why | like messing with you." 


Stephen looked at him for a moment. 


"Why do you like messing with me?" he asked. 


"The same reason you like messing with me," Mike said, grabbing the key from Stephen's hand and clamping his 
hand to the bed in one movement. 


"Fuck!" 

"Because we're in love with each other!" 

The other hand was attached before Stephen could formulate a response. 
Mike placed the key on his tongue and stuck it out at Stephen. 


"IIl let you get it if you tell me that you're in love with me," Mike said, grinning and holding the key between 
his teeth. 


The singer looked at him for a moment. 


"Michael Dewolf, | am so fucking IN love with you, and have been for pretty much the majority of the time 


Ive known you," he said. "How's that?" 

Mike smiled, then leaned in and kissed Stephen, transferring the key to his mouth before breaking away 
"Wait til | get out of these. Im gonna be all over you," Stephen promised with a wink 

He turned around as far as he could and leaned down to spit the key into his hand 

But he missed, and it fell to his feet 

"Fuck! 

Mike laughed, shaking his head, and started toward the hotel room door. 

"Wait, dude. You're not seriously gonna leave me here?" 


‘lm kinda hungry. | saw a vending machine on the first floor. Or maybe I'll go to that bakery | saw down the 
street. Want anything?" the guitarist asked over his shoulder with a shit-eating grin 


"A nice bagel with your fat, hard cock in it," Stephen spat after him. 


"Mm, sounds yummy," Mike said. 
"Asiago cheese or poppyseed?" 


"Fuck you, come back!" 
"Poppyseed it is," Mike said as he shut the door behind him. 


"Can't believe I'm in love with that jackass," Stephen muttered to himself as he got onto his knees and began 
his stretch for freedom. 


